infrastructure that at once enables and constrains film production, making motion pictures could not have been a more radically different experience for the North American independent filmmaker Wes Anderson and the Soviet-backed state-dependent filmmaker Sergei Parajanov. Anderson is the epitome of the auteur, exercising a degree of control over his filmic visions that is, certainly in the United States, rivalled only by perhaps Stanley Kubrick and John Cassavetes (whose Husbands [1970] was, according to Richard Brody, a "prime influence" on The Darjeeling Limited [2007] ). In each of his most successful and idiosyncratic movies Anderson acts as director, producer, and writer. To an extent that is comparable to Rainer Werner Fassbinder's traveling troupe, Anderson's films, straddling cult and mainstream audiences, employ an ensemble of recurring (often Hollywood A-list) actors, a practice that began with his collaboration with fellow University of Texas undergraduate Owen Wilson on the early short Bottle Rocket (1992) . The 1994 full-length version, Anderson's debut, was a critical if not financial success (budget of $7 million, returns of ca. $600,000). Lauded by Martin Scorsese as having a "rare" kind of "sensibility," it sets the formal, aesthetic, and thematic tone for all of Anderson's films: failed or absent parents / adult figures; a regular cast; a palette of washed pastels; characters in the most dramatic sense; narratives of escape and redemption; elaborate lateral tracking shots; and a use of music that is almost Wagnerian in its alignment of character and mood ("Wes Anderson").
Anderson's early forays into filmmaking in the 1990s coincided with a period that saw a growing appetite for "American independent film, thanks to the continuing rise of the Coen brothers and the arrival of Quentin Tarantino" (Collin) . We might add to this list Jim Jarmusch, David Lynch, and to a lesser degree Tom DiCillo (always on the margins of the margin). However, as Devin Orgeron has astutely remarked, Anderson does not fit so neatly into the dependent/independent binary: his films "reflect [his] own hesitation with regard to the marketing construct we know as 'independence'" (45). Nonetheless, this developing critical and popular demand for "anti-mainstream cultural formation" enabled Anderson to consolidate a mode of motion picture realization that has remained remarkably consistent procedurally and aesthetically throughout his two-decade career (Newman 23) . I want also in this reading of Anderson to foreground the director's persistent fascination with, alongside his formal and thematic reliance on, print culture, with the material and textual presence of books and texts, and the experience of reading that is, as I hope to demonstrate, central to both his and Parajanov's works, drawing attention also to the intersection of and reciprocity between the textual and the filmic as narrative-based media more broadly.
Filmmaking for Parajanov was more artistically and personally challenging. Born in Tbilisi, Georgia, in 1924, Parajanov was raised under the cultural sway of the nascent Soviet Union, which was founded in 1922 to fill the political void left by the 1917 Bolshevik overthrow of Tsarist Russia. In 1945, he enrolled in the directing department at the VGIK, the world's oldest film school, working with two of the most revered of Soviet directors, Igor Savchenko and Aleksandr Dovzhenko. The Soviet film industry has a very specific remit: it was intended, "through the political education of the masses," to "help legitimise communist ideology, power and, most importantly, the reality that they had given rise to" (Miller 103) . As James Steffen notes, to understand Parajanov's cinema one needs to be aware of the extensive and pervasive "censorship mechanisms" that were required to achieve this (Cinema 10). He cites George Faraday's observation that it was characterized by three main features: "a state monopoly on all aspects of production, distribution, and exhibition; a highly bureaucratized system of control; and enforced aesthetic-ideological orthodoxy" (10). Under these circumstances, the freedom of filmmakers was drastically curtailed, even entirely subordinated to a wider set of strictly enforced artistic, ideological, and symbolic imperatives. As Raju Hamid notes, Parajanov resented the state imposition of socialist realism for "destroying the artistic potential of his entire generation of filmmakers."
1 There is something of a contradiction here: although certainly motivated by and regulated with a socialist agenda in terms of the content, from its earliest inception with Sergei Eisenstein, to Dziga Vertov's Man with a Movie Camera (1929) , through the works of Tarkovsky, to the breathtaking and still unparalleled visual and technical virtuosity of Mikhail Kalatozov, Soviet cinema has historically been marked as distinctive by its vertiginous formal experimentalism.
Through the VGIK the state did disseminate central Soviet ideologies. As Lino Micciché has commented, it fostered "the supremacy of Slavic (and particularly Russian) cinema" in the training of "personnel for the film industry" (300). That said, the Soviet film industry is not entirely without its democratic merits, either: previously unrepresented ethnic groups and states that became subsumed into the expanding union were given access to funds and filmmaking infrastructure that they had previously lacked, giving rise to new film industries that foregrounded indigenous cultural specificity and tradition. What is important here, as Vance Kepley, Jr., remarks, is that early Soviet cinema is federal rather than nationalist: "The Bolsheviks promised that the new order would not recreate imperial power but would provide a 'federation of Soviet national republics'" (347). To ensure this, " [t] he principle that each union republic should receive a distribution monopoly to encourage indigenous film organisations was . . . written into law by the USSR's ruling Council of People's Commissars" (Kepley 347) . Armenian by ethnicity, born in Georgia, Parajanov thrived within this inclusively multiethnic, multicultural program that supported what Yuri Slezkine has termed "chronic ethnophilia" (qtd. in Steffen, Cinema 13) . This is perhaps due in part to Parajanov's personal admiration for the ethnographic ethnophilia of Italian director Pier Paolo Pasolini, whose films explore the richly textured traditions, rituals, and material cultures of his subjects. Like Pasolini, Parajanov's life and career were unsettled by his sexuality, being politically imprisoned in 1973 for allegedly raping a Communist Party member, and for producing and disseminating pornography, and again for bribery in 1982. Parajanov suffered a fate avoided by his esteemed predecessor Sergei Eisenstein, who "maintained his strong, lifelong homosexual inclinations 'in the closet,' hidden from the official homophobia of the Soviet Union," a homophobia that resulted in Parajanov's lifelong conflict with the state (Almendros) .
It is remarkable that Parajanov-under pervasive state censorship-and Anderson-with an almost radical freedom-have organically developed a mode of story realization that is, as I seek to illustrate here, strikingly similar on various levels. This is not simply a matter of each having career-long collaborations with their respective directors of photography (DoPs); although Anderson employs Robert Yeoman for his movies, Parajanov worked with different DoPs for each of his major works, and some of his works, notably The Color of Pomegranates (1969) , were edited post-production to be more aligned with socialist realism. There are cosmetic points of contact, merely in terms of the stylized and idiosyncratic aesthetics employed by both. Few filmmakers have as unique and recognizable visual styles as Anderson and Parajanov (we might think of Gaspar Noé, Alexander Sokurov, Seijun Suzuki, Guy Maddin, Dario Argento, and of course the German expressionists). However, there are deeper, more profound, and profoundly filmic intersections in terms of style and philosophy of filmmaking, of character, narrative, and framing, to do foremost with both directors' rejection of a social realist mode, and the adoption of an expressionistic style of filmmaking that eschews the "real" in favor of a heightened, even augmented reality that externalizes the internal worlds of the protagonists. If Parajanov is working with a Transcaucasian cultural, mythological, and folkloric past and its enigmatic and often surreal refashioning for his political present, Anderson is concerned with developing an idiosyncratic and distinctly American mythos that explores a range of issues to do with the contemporary individual subject traumatized by a modernity typified by a range of ideological and repressive institutions, foremost the quietly fissioning nuclear family.
What I want to highlight in this essay are the various shared tensions, even inconsistencies, that run through both these directors' films: both are at once vitally interested in and indifferent to narrative; fascinated with the (often fragile) internal worlds of their characters and indifferent to the finer points of human psychology; occupied with the kinetic energy of pictures in motion and the rigid stasis of framed spaces. Stephen Heath has written that, made of a series of stops in time, the timed stops of the discrete frames, film depends on that constant stopping for its possibility of reconstituting a moving reality-a reality which is thus, in the very moment of appearance on screen, as the frames succeed one another, perpetually flickered by the fading of its present presence, filled with the artifice of its continuity and coherence. (114) It is this tension that is the nucleus of this essay, which will engage with what Steffen refers to as Parajanov's "tableau aesthetic" (Cinema). By refiguring this as kinetic (tableau) iconography (aesthetic) I hope to draw out a series of points in both Anderson's and Parajanov's works that exploit the tension between kinesis and stasis, those moments in which artifice is exaggerated, the flickering foregrounded. If, as Gilles Deleuze argues, cinema is an attempt at "reconstituting movement," then Parajanov's and Anderson's films represent a poetics of the deconstitution of the reconstitution of character, narrative, and filmic movement (4). This entails, even depends upon, a further tension-that between two and three dimensions. To accomplish this, I'll work through their various shared interests in print culture and dimensionality, before outlining a position in relation to the tension between synchronic and diachronic in, for the most part, Parajanov's most popular movie, Pomegranates, and Anderson's most typical film, The Royal Tenenbaums (2001) .
By drawing out the connections and parallels between these two filmmakers, I hope to place Anderson, whose films seem almost autochthonous, without precedent, into a more temporally and geographically extended filmic tradition, and, alongside this, to suggest that motion pictures are always underpinned by a more or less conscious awareness of their own radical impossibility, despite differences in the cultural, historical, ideological, and artistic imperatives that underlie production. Further, in exploring both directors' reliance on texts and the realization of texts, I hope to say something about the ways in which film participates in and develops from the filmmakers' literary traditions. A dialogue between these two is particularly suited to this, given the demonstrable similarities between their films, which, highly symbolic, rigidly codified, and heavily stylized, represent refinements, and refined comments upon, motion pictures. Perhaps more remarkably, Parajanov and Anderson are products of starkly different, diametrically opposed, often aggressively conflicted political ideologies, and through a comparative reading we can see something of the pan-cultural essence of the medium of film. My speculative argument will be that Pomegranates and Tenenbaums are not in fact films at all but books, their pages turning, giving the illusion of motion in a three-dimensional virtual space whose parameters are always already strictly prescribed.
Illuminating Manuscripts
The Color of Pomegranates is Parajanov's most highly regarded film, at least by Western audiences; his most successful film with Soviet audiences was his first feature, Shadows of Forgotten Ancestors (1964), a surreal, enigmatic narrative of love and loss that celebrates the Ukrainian indigenous Hutsul community. In both works we see Parajanov's characteristic technique of "blurring . . . the line between symbolic and ethnographic filmmaking" that led to his being considered the founder of the "poetic" school of Russian cinema (Hamid) , also demonstrating the reciprocal, two-way genealogy of transmission between Parajanov and Andrei Tarkovsky. The two were close: Parajanov's Ashik Kerib (1988) is dedicated to Tarkovsky after the latter's death, and Pomegranates is heavily inspired by Tarkovsky's Andrei Rublev (1966) , a celebration of the famed Russian icon painter. More recent echoes of the poetic school can be seen in Sokurov (who also studied at VGIK and was friends with Tarkovsky), and even Guy Maddin's distorted, ethereal works. Now considered his masterpiece, Pomegranates "only gained a belated official release in western cinemas in 1982," receiving wider attention after Scorsese's 2014 restored version was shown at the Toronto film festival, with Scorsese referring to the film as "pretty much unlike anything in cinema history" (qtd. in Paley). Expectedly, Parajanov faced numerous material and political challenges during the making of the film, including "constant harassment by government officials[; he] was denied basic filmmaking equipment, lighting, and adequate film stock" (Hamid) . In a poignant meta-filmic irony, a film about poetic inspiration and artistic freedom, in its editorial and postproduction history, captures the artistic and political constraints that are a direct result of the "mechanisms of censorship" noted above. However, the digitally restored version, the subject here, can reliably be assumed to represent the closest continuer of Parajanov's original cut. 2 Pomegranates is a wonderful example of Parajanov's characteristic and defining fascination with material cultures and indigenous traditions. Many of the scenes depict traditional practices, with a sensitive and affectionate attention to the finest detail: the making, dyeing, washing, and drying of wools and rugs; the slaughter of sacrificial lambs; and bathing houses (interpreted now as Parajanov's subversive inclusion of homoerotic imagery). The film is so richly and densely woven a fabric of archaic, esoteric, traditional, and metaphorical symbols that unraveling these is beyond the scope of this, or perhaps any, essay. Foremost among the materials eulogized in the film is the handwritten manuscript. The film opens with the pages of Davtar, the most esteemed and artistically valued work of the eighteenth-century Armenian troubadour (Ashugh) Sayat-Nova (King of Poets), the subject and hero of the film. This text and other books feature prominently in the film and in the life of the poet charted in what is ostensibly, or what was originally conceived of by the studio as, a biographical film celebrating a symbol of the intermingling of ethnic cultures whose works were composed in Armenian, Georgian, and even Persian: the ideal vehicle for the Soviet promulgation of indigenous and shared cultures. Indeed, the completed film was edited against Parajanov's wishes, because the studio felt that it did not convey the correct message or provide enough of a biographical narrative of the hero, a story well known to the audience given the importance of Davtar.
The opening shots conceive of writing, inscription, and the symbolic rendering of experience in the broadest sense; they stylize the transfiguration of three dimensions into two. The first scene shows the open book, flickering, twitching on the screen with a bound energy that is in fact a result of the film stock, accompanied by the single spoken line "I am the man whose life and soul are torture." This shot cuts to a row of three deeply red pomegranates, on a bed of white cloth, bleeding red juice onto the white space of the woven fabric. This is followed by a scene of the open book and the repeated line "I am the man whose life and soul are torture." This is followed in turn by a knife bleeding onto the pristine white ground, a prefiguring of the sacrifice of chickens and lambs that features prominently in this and other Parajanov films. We return then to a shot of the book and the same spoken line, cut again to the image of a bunch of grapes being pressed by a foot into a stone slab into which are carved words in Armenian. As the grape juice is expelled, it bleeds into the hewn lines. Steffen tells us that this image "condenses two elements from Sayat-Nova's life in the monastery: making wine and carving stone inscriptions. It also functions as a visual metaphor: poetry is the making of wine from words" (Cinema 137n3). While Steffen astutely identifies the biographical and poetic significance of the manifest content of this highly symbolic sequence of shots, the resonance of the latent content of these arresting images as a comment on the making of motion pictures and the recording of history is broader: Parajanov is interested in the processes by which three-dimensional kinetic bodies become two-dimensional static illuminations through acts of compression and symbolic rendering. In repeatedly returning to the same page, open, with the same text that at once remains the same and is, as is the way with repetition, modulated and moderated by the intercession of each image as it adds to the complex context of signification, the screen becomes a living palimpsest, each shot adding a layer that never quite overwrites the traces of the previous image. In repeating the spoken line read over the open book, the film draws our attention not only to the text, but to the exegetical fact that all texts, however static, however fixed on the page, are altered by the experiences that separate instances of composition and instances of reception. Historiography, the narratives of history and biography, are, then, troubled by implication.
Some of the film's most poignant moments involve an almost fetishistic adoration for the materiality of the printed page. Steffen notes that "the film as a whole is structured after an illuminated manuscript" ("Playful Poetics" 29). A significant early event in the life of the hero involves the drying of books that have become saturated with water after a downpour. Books are stacked and pressed with stones and left to dry on a series of vertiginously photographed roofs and minarets. As a score to the almost meditative ritual of drying, the sound of running, splashing water plays throughout the scene. In one shot, the young poet (Melkon Aleksanyan) is shown struggling with the weight of a large tome, hefting it laboriously up a ladder to leave it open on the roof of a tower to dry in the sun and breeze. Squatting on the top of the tower, Sayat-Nova leafs through the illuminated pages, before lying on the rooftops surrounded by books, their pages fluttering back and forth in the wind. In taking his place among these books, the child becomes a proxy for the texts that he will write, the books written about him, and the metaphorical conceit of the movie that lives are kinds of books. An interesting metamorphosis occurs in Parajanov's achronological reconstitution: the film lifts Sayat from the page, as illuminated cultural icon, and invests him with a dimensionality; but in depicting these scenes, Parajanov confronts us with an icon yet to be embedded, a process of iconographic composition in which the film now participates. Icons are made kinetic, the kinetic is made iconographic. Pomegranates presents us with the traces of historical motion recorded in texts, and the artificial reconstruction of a symbolic rendering of that movement. As Sayat-Nova is told during these scenes, "books are soul and life," and this is a book that records a "life and soul [that] are torture." But the Sayat presented by Parajanov is the iconic Sayat of the Davtar: a transition, transformation, transpires through the process of lifting the icon from the page and refiguring the symbolical as historical. Here we switch between the iconic and the symbolic modes of semiosis in a process of substitution that is reciprocal and forever unfinished. The Sayat of the film is what Jean Baudrillard would call a fourth-order simulacrum that bears "no relation to any reality whatsoever: it is its own pure simulacrum" (6). That is to say, the Sayat of the film is the Sayat of the text, and the Sayat of the text is the Sayat not of lived experience (which is why Parajanov perhaps decided to adopt the poetic as opposed to the realist mode) but of the poems, themselves creative retellings and reworkings of oral tradition. The historical Sayat is largely, and intentionally, absent, and what the film conveys is a cultural icon in an illusory but narratological spatial and temporal motion.
Many of Anderson's movies also begin with, and fetishize, the written or printed word. As Orgeron remarks, his films are interested in the "collision . . . of the cinematic and the literary" (47). Writing itself is key to Anderson's narratives on an intra-diegetic level-every tale revolves around the sending and receiving of usually naïve, childlike handwritten messages, from the charming single-line (text-like) epistles of courting Sam (Jared Gilman) and Suzy (Kara Hayward) in Moonrise Kingdom to the Magic Marker-written seventy-fiveyear plan of Bottle Rocket's endearing but slightly obtuse Dignan. Rushmore celebrates and animates that most American of books, the high school yearbook; The Life Aquatic takes its style from the books of Jacques Cousteau (Anderson's film seems to take as its source a 1966 Argentine poster for The Underwater World of Jacques Cousteau); The Grand Budapest Hotel is a book, a material artifact being read by an unidentified extra-diegetic character, notably a teenage girl. Anderson has said of Moonrise Kingdom that "the movie should really be one of [Suzy's] books" ("Wes Anderson"). His texts, then, are more contemporary, and, as is typically American in terms of the literary and the filmic, more juvenile in their subject matter; Anderson works in the canon of Stephen King and more latterly David Foster Wallace in his preoccupation with puberty and prepubescence: the new nation, itself finding its place among its often absent and irresponsible old-world elders, imaginatively reconstructs and interrogates its own historical political and cultural development in miniature in its books and movies.
Where Parajanov in-corporates and animates an ancient, culturally significant literary masterpiece embedded within more ancient oral traditions in line with the cultural and political exigencies of the Soviet state, Anderson is working to simultaneously define and record a nascent and distinctly US aesthetic. By working with texts, an older, perhaps more revered or at least historically grounded medium, films can participate in a more extensive genealogy of national and cultural expression. Working within a relatively new nation, a new American mythos, Anderson playfully critiques its European roots in The Life Aquatic's homage to Cousteau and The Grand Budapest Hotel's superficial satire of Eastern European politics; even the very notion of "Royal" Tenenbaums recalls Mark Twain's satires of dukes and kings, his distrust of the Old World and its hierarchies, as recorded in Tom Sawyer, a book in which a paddle steamer named after the European romance novelist Walter Scott sinks in the Mississippi River, a testament to the Old World form's infelicity in the New World. The Royal Tenenbaums, heavily influenced by Orson Welles's 1942 film based on Booth Tarkington's book The Magnificent Ambersons (the trailer for which carries the line "all the rights of royalty") is exceptional in its thematic concern with text and authorship. Many of the characters are, pointedly, writers: Margot (Gwyneth Paltrow) is a playwright; her husband Raleigh St. Clair (Bill Murray, apparently based on Oliver Sacks) a science writer; Eli Cash (Owen Wilson) a western novelist; Etheline Tenenbaum (Anjelica Huston) an archaeologist and author. Historically, as Andrew Sarris has remarked, there was something of an antagonism between film and literature, especially from proponents of "pure" cinema, seen as a silent visual experience. But, as he remarks of postwar cinema, "the relationship between cinema and literature has now taken a new turn with the more fashionable cinematic forays of Fellini, Bergman and Antonioni. . . . A new marriage of media is proposed under the auspices of the so-called art-film" (Sarris 13) .
The film opens with a POV shot of a library desk and an old-fashioned stamp being pressed onto the book The Royal Tenenbaums, which is then revolved 180 degrees and picked up by an unknown extra-diegetic character. Not only does Anderson repeatedly employ books as framing devices for the narrative, he often includes the added extra-diegetic dimension of a reader in an intermediary narrative space between the story and the real-world viewer. This poses interesting questions about Anderson's somewhat cartoonish, animated aesthetic-if the readers of the books within the filmic space are visualizing and giving rise to the film viewers' experience, then this might account for the darkest of themes being conveyed through the limited experiential gaze of the child reader, whose experience of the world is one taken from, and limited to, young adult fiction (a further level of exegetical complexity involves assuming that Anderson's readers are also intra-diegetic, or intra-intra-diegetic, and that their world, and the world depicted in the books that they read, is Anderson's world, the films being a tertiary realization of an already secondary world that we experience in the extra-diegetic primary world). One might even argue that all of Anderson's movies are in fact books interpreted and projected in the mind of a reading child; as the pages are turned, so the story unfolds. Again, in identical fashion to Parajanov, The Royal Tenenbaums is very pointedly a series of illuminated manuscripts, scenes lifted from the turning pages and realized in the illusion of a motion and a three-dimensionality. The function of the film is to give kinetic energy to the static potential stored within the matrix of text, itself a product of the reconfiguration of kinetic three-dimensional real-world events into static, fictional two-dimensional text that Parajanov's film dramatizes.
This preoccupation with the page, with illuminating, illustrating, incarnating words, explains Anderson's extensive, characteristic trait of having characters move laterally across the planar frame. Often, in fact, books are moved along and across the screen, carried in baskets and hands, as a prelude to the act of reading and the emergence of narratives and characters from that reading experience. There is a studied depthlessness to many of Anderson's most iconic shots, in which depth of field does not exist in any meaningful sense. In Moonrise Kingdom, for example, one of the most memorable scenes involves Sam and Suzy, the two prepubescent romantics, meeting in a field. In a wide-angle shot they each occupy one extreme of the field of vision, moving toward one another into the center of the flat, horizontal frame. The scene uses only POV shot/countershots directed frontally, and scene-setting shots in profile, side-on. Sam and Suzy, like many of Anderson's characters, are confined to strictly delimited and delineated vectors in almost mathematically geometric topographies.
There are, in The Royal Tenenbaums, only two axes: the vertical and the horizontal. The absence of depth of field is what makes Anderson's use of zoom so arresting a technique in its rare occurrences in The Life Aquatic, The Grand Budapest Hotel, and Moonrise Kingdom. In The Royal Tenenbaums, Royal, an absent but returned father and grandfather looking to make up for his failure as a parent, visits his two grandchildren as they exercise on the "roof of the 375th Street Y." As he looks through the fence, the camera rapidly zooms to a space between the two, then rapidly up to Ari (Grant Rosenmeyer), and back down to Uzi (Jonah Meyerson), before then zooming back to Royal. Orgeron has suggested that the camera is "assuming Royal's point of view" (51). However, the shot is far more sophisticated than this. Although the POV is apparently Royal's, it is in fact that of the children-Royal knows where they are, and the zoom, though rapid, is imprecise, and reflects the scanning the children must do to find Royal. The faltering gaze also heightens the sense that depth perception is unpracticed in the children's flattened spaces. It is in these rare moments that we slip between the two-dimensionality of the static page and the three-dimensionality of the filmic space. What is also important here thematically and formally is that Royal is hoping to free his grandchildren from a childhood that he imposed on his own children. Freedom means depth, an alternative trajectory to a unidirectional lateral cross-screen motion in planar space. Drawing attention to this, there is a fence between Royal and the children in their faux prison as they exercise in the concrete yard: freedom means overcoming a dimensional inertia and traversing a boundary between two-and three-dimensional space. A more philosophical reading might suggest that in foregrounding the absence of choice by imposing an inescapable linearity and an implied correlated causality, Anderson is making some more abstract observations about the illusory nature of real-world free will.
Static Kinesis/Kinetic Stasis
If Parajanov is working with an illuminated manuscript, or if his work involves animating and illuminating a text, then this might account for his characterization. In many of his films the protagonists are limited in their freedom of expression and personal development by a narrative that is either biographical or mythological, as with The Legend of the Suram Fortress (1985) . Sayat-Nova, a cultural icon and symbol of the burgeoning Soviet Union's ethnophilia, emerges from an almost sacred text into film, to become simultaneously immersed in two aggressively deterministic art forms: the lives and motions reconstituted in the filmic world are statically poised between life in reverse, life in forward motion, and the eternal pose of the single cell. In this sense, the diachrony and kinesis that are integral to the very possibility of the experience of motion pictures are user illusions, functions of the imposition of narrative, causality, and coherence so typical of human consciousness and the manner in which it makes sense of its place in the world. Characters' actions are always synchronous, in the eternal present; each is all s/he has ever been and can ever be at one infinitely dense collapsed point in space and time. There is a degree of almost quantum uncertainty in the granular, cellular material and experiential structure of films, the superimposition of vitally other modes of being, nonbeing; characters are simultaneously living and dead, in perpetual motion and its radical impossibility. It is only when one opens the box, as it were, and samples a finite field, Deleuze's "any-instant-whatever" (5), that certainty on a local level is attained. Working within this understanding, there are two ways in which Parajanov accomplishes his deconstruction of the reconstitution of movement that enables and distinguishes film as a medium: first, kinetic stasis, in which characters remain in one position and perform motions that are circular, foregrounding both the cyclicality of film as well as the kinesis that enables it, and the stasis that the motion of motion pictures plays against, usually directly employing a frame within the shot; second, static kinesis, in which characters perform a movement, reverse that movement, and then reperform it. In foregrounding directionality, these shots, subtly distinct from the more rhythmic circular motions, draw attention to the fact that films are themselves static frames that give rise to the illusion of kinesis that emerges as a function of the film in toto. There are, then, two discrete variations on the tableau aesthetic and the kinetic iconographic portraiture so distinctive of Parajanov's films, and always a latent comment on film as a medium more broadly conceived.
One notable instance of kinetic stasis, of ritualized motions that are fixed but cyclical, occurs in the section titled "The Poet's Youth." Early in the chapter, Sayat is seen with his Kamancha, a traditional Iranian stringed instrument. We see the poet at home; he stands holding the Kamancha, in close-up, shot in right profile, directly in front of a gilded frame in which a golden cherub is seemingly reflected in a surface that does not reflect Sayat. This shot is then replaced by his mother in the same location, in front of the same mirror/frame, this time in left profile. As she performs a mime of weaving, her hands rotating in circular motion but only performing a stylized action, so in the ornately framed mirror/picture the cherub rotates in its circular arc. There are two frames here: the film frame captures the rotations of the female subject, and the rotations of the gilded cherub in its gilded frame reenact and transfigure this motion, commenting on the way that art forms stylize and transfigure events. We might think of these as "eternal poses" in line with Deleuze, or a series of eternal poses that re-create in miniature, intradiegetically, the mode of film (7). The relationship between the frame and the subject being framed is inverted toward the end of the film, when Sayat appears in a wooden carved frame that is carried by two youths with cherub's wings. It is in this shot that Sayat is at his most iconographic, but he still moves within the frame, before taking it and moving toward the camera, literally becoming a kinetic icon, a highly symbolic picture in motion.
As with Anderson, Parajanov's characters exist in a kind of flatland, moving in trajectories toward or at 180 degrees to the camera, only in profile or frontal. As well as performing cyclical stylized motions, in various striking scenes, characters are presented in an almost GIF-like fashion, of static kinesis: striking a pose, characters move in a choreographed manner, then return, repeat, return. All the while the characters, affectless, expressionless, look directly at the camera. In these scenes, we find Parajanov teasing the viewer with the idea of a motion picture, a picture in motion. In one instance, three figures occupy the center of the shot; each holds a traditional symbolic itemthe character on the far left a sword in her left hand, the central character a parasol in her right and feather fan in her left, the character on the far right a golden orb. Robotically, the three enact a routine: the character on the left extends her arm toward the character in the center; as she withdraws, the character in the center extends her right arm and umbrella toward the right; as she draws the umbrella back she extends her left hand toward the character on her left, who then throws and catches her ball. Once the scene is reset, the characters repeat precisely the same motions. To provide continuity with the sense of cyclicality highlighted above, around the three subjects a circle of horses and riders create a frame-rotation in static frames, static shots in rotating frames. This technique occurs multiple times in the film, and in all of Parajanov's works. It is in fact his most novel, and most distinctive, feature. In a sense, what these mechanical inclusions foreground is time, and a temporal dimension that constitutes the development of film from the still picture. But it also plays on reversibility, and the fact of multilinear time; film, as memory, presents the possibility of revisiting the past, but only in a limited sense. Moving back, the images become codified, the actions inscribed in ever more definite and defined tracks, contriving a poignant comment on the factuality and inescapability of time, memory, and film. In the same way that the opening shots create and become a palimpsest, so these characters in repetitions that derive poignancy from their stasis continually overlay and more deeply inscribe their routines. Here too is film, motion picture in miniature: when the end of the film is reached, the action returns to the first frames, and so on, indefinitely.
It is in these moments of stylized movement that we see most clearly the kinetic iconography of Parajanov's works, intricately crafted scenes of characters with items at once national and traditional, moving through a series of mechanical, discretely framed and rigidly choreographed poses. This is of course partially to do with the infelicity of memory, which, attached to objects, personal archaeologies and artifacts, captures fleeting moments replayed but in a sense static; the subjects of Sayat's mythologized recollections of his early life must always remain ethereal, dreamlike, profoundly symbolic, static but capable of mechanical repetitive motion. Foremost, what is being conveyed in the poetics of memory and time in Pomegranates is the internal world of the poet; it is his subjective internal landscape, one that responds to the world, infused with his emotional and artistic response, that Parajanov lifts from his poetry and from his history and invests with a motion that is every bit as limited, ethereal, and mechanically repetitive as the shots that constitute the film. The shots are iconic, the characters as affectless as any saints in the Russian Orthodox tradition. But they are also in motion, albeit one that is illusory; they are stasis in kinesis, kinesis in stasis. The studied affectlessness of the characters, the strangely moving look toward the viewer, outside the frame, the rigid, mechanized, and discrete motions, the very fact of the film's containment in frames and frames within frames, convey a sense that the film's world is inherently and radically delimited, and that the characters, the subjects, are in a sense trapped in stasis and in motion, the tension that is the foundation of the transition from the static image to the moving picture and the "reconstitution of movement." In this way, through these comparable but subtly different methods, Parajanov comments on the inception and impossibility of the medium that paradoxically encapsulates, materializes, this deconstruction of its own premises.
This idea that characters are icons lifted from the pages, even the margins, of illuminated manuscripts and given volition is even more evident in Tenenbaums; each chapter begins with a narrator (Alec Baldwin) reading the first lines from the chapter in the book. Each of these chapters has, in the top left-hand corner, an icon, a stylized drawing of a central character. It is this that is put in motion-lifted in relief from the two-dimensional page and made three-dimensional. Parajanov employs a "tableau aesthetic," and this is certainly the case also with Tenenbaums, which is, as Orgeron remarks, "more a series of elaborate vignettes than a cohesive narrative" (50). Elaborate vignettes, tableaux-these descriptors are accurate for both Parajanov and Anderson; each director has a fascination with placing characters centrally in a frame surrounded by intricate and character-specific artifacts, and exploring the possibility or impossibility of motion, motion being a metaphor for personal development therein.
Anderson uses a variety of techniques to entrap and confine the freedom and possibilities of his characters. As Scorsese has noted, "Anderson has a fine sense of how music works against an image," and in having what amount to individually coded scores, the characters and the emotional response that they evoke are determined by this ("Wes Anderson"). Another mode of entrapment is the color palette. In The Life Aquatic all the crew wear uniforms and, each in his or her own way, a red woolen hat. In Tenenbaums each has his or her own costume or uniform, whether that be the tennis regalia of Richie (Luke Wilson) or the cowboy getup of Eli Cash (Owen Wilson). The most notable nod to the significance of costume perhaps is adopted Margot's glove: during the film a scene is recounted in which she visits her birth parents. Invited to hold a log while her father cuts it, her right ring finger is severed at the first knuckle. We then see her glove modified, with the right ring finger cut at the first knuckle. Remarkably, whether as reference or purely coincidentally, in Pomegranates there is an identical scene, which depicts Sayat lying on his back while a gauntlet covers his face-the right ring finger of the gauntlet cut at the first knuckle. What is so oppressive about the music and the characters' costumes is that they are uniforms that attempt not only to convey but to impose a drastic and aggressive continuity between the childhood geniuses and the grown children they become.
Brody eloquently suggests that "Tenenbaums" is a dark story, turning on drug use, a plane crash, a suicide attempt, racial provocations, fatal illness, and a quasi-incestuous bond between a brother and his adopted sister. Anderson sharply delineates family relations and the deep-rooted resentments that form-and deform-our lives. Yet he undercuts the melodrama with outlandish costumes, exaggerated décor, and witty dialogue.
However, this is to miss the more insidious and pervasive, more tyrannical use to which Anderson and his characters put the wardrobe-it is a means of curtailing either development or escape: they become saturated with the traumas that the characters endure. It is no surprise that Richie, in order to end his life, shaves and gets out of his tennis gear before slicing his wrists with a razor in the bathroom of the family home. One might argue that this is not in fact a failed suicide, but that young Richie Tenenbaum dies in this scene and is resurrected as the hospital-gown-wearing Jesus-like figure of the adult Richie. The hospital gown becomes a transitional costume, a liminal space between past and as-yet-undefined future identities. Margot adopts a similar strategy: during the film she is suffering from depression and spends her time in a slip in the bathroom of her and her husband's home. The bathroom, then, in both scenes, and the disrobing and donning of a nondescript gown become symbolic of a crisis of identity, of personal development, and the moment of transition away from the continuity-pressured childhood identity. The bathroom, of course, offers the space for self-reflection, for disrobing, and cleansing.
Foremost, however, as with Parajanov, Anderson creates intricately crafted and poignant vignettes, tableaux, Cornell boxes in which his characters, uniformed, scored, and color-coordinated, are confined and constrained by the paraphernalia that is their externalized internal world. There is sense of being cloistered in the cellular cages of Anderson's fictional worlds. In the opening credits the characters are introduced, all of them looking directly ahead into a mirror/camera as they adopt the regalia of their roles. What is poignant here is that in looking out toward the audience the characters become iconic in their frames, kinetic in their poses, but utterly isolated from the external world toward which they look and from which they are observed. There is a pervasive and understated sense of loss, of absence, due in part to the fact that both Parajanov's and Anderson's characters are internally void, psychologically insubstantial in their emotional fragility, and that the trinkets and icons that surround them, the costumes they adopt, constitute literal renderings of their mindscape. In this way, inside and outside are collapsed in an identical fashion to Parajanov's realization not of the biographical facts of Sayat-Nova's life but of his artistic genesis and mind, evidencing both directors' adoption of the poetic, expressionistic style of filmmaking.
Anderson's films are full of imposing architectural and structural spaces that constitute homes and wombs, minds and bodies, ideological and repressive institutions: Steve Zissou's ship, the Belafonte, in The Life Aquatic; The Grand Budapest Hotel; Rushmore Academy; and the house that holds the Tenenbaums, to which the characters pointedly return as adults, including the once banished Royal on the pretext of having "stomach cancer." Within these spaces the characters, and their characters, are on display, there being no wall between the rooms and the viewer; this is illustrated most clearly in the shots of the Belafonte, in which a camera crane explores the cross-sectional spaces (the crew, led by Steve Zissou, are documentary filmmakers). The characters' personalities, fragile, are insupportable away from the trappings of a youth that at once limits and sustains their sense of self. It is in these spaces that we find the kinetic iconography that ties Anderson to Parajanov. All the characters have their space, and within this space are surrounded by a unique, novel set of objects that are once expressive and constitutive of their public identities. Notably, in The Royal Tenenbaums, we are introduced to the children, three child prodigies, whose own staged sets, fixed domains, represent their radical alterity as individuals but also the material cultures that transfix them: they move within these spaces, but always carry them with them in the costumes that function as portable continuations of these spaces. Each space is unique to the character, and Anderson uses these cells to comment on the way that the identities formed in childhood manifest pervasive and troubling emotional and behavioral continuity into adulthood. Royal recognizes this; his sole aim is to take Ari and Uzi out of the rigidly codified spaces of their kidulthood. Anderson plays on stasis in the aesthetic sense, because the house retains the often naïve paraphernalia of each child, immured in the always symbolic spaces. It does so emotionally, too. Motion is precluded, because there is an irresistible gravitational pull back toward a center-of frame, of home, of family; indeed, the premise of the film is that each of the children, and the once absent Royal, returns to the house to replay and reconfigure, and to repeat the structural constraints and emotional experiences of childhood. All of Anderson's frenetic energy, the movements across two-dimensional textual and filmic spaces, are illusory.
Deleuze describes "cinema" as "the system which reproduces movement as a function of any-instant-whatever," that is, as a function of equidistant instants, selected so as to create an impression of continuity (5). Any instant whatever means that, in Deleuze's sense, no one shot, no one moment, is "privileged." Rather, it is the instants, the frames and spaces between frames, that give rise to the sense of motion that we find in our experience of film. Anderson extends the moments between, as it were, the "equidistant instants" in his use of slow motion, more specifically in those rare moments when characters move almost hypnotically toward the camera. In one moving if shortlived moment of romance in The Royal Tenenbaums, Margot alights from a bus to meet Richie, her half-brother, who has nurtured a long and secret love of her. Richie is characteristically sitting surrounded by the material paraphernalia that conveys and supports his sense of self, much in the same way that Parajanov's characters are often depicted surrounded by both traditional and character-specific objects. In a movement that is unusual in Anderson's films, Margot walks directly toward Richie, directly toward the camera. Anderson shows the scene in slow motion, and uses a dolly zoom so that the close-up becomes a widescreen telephoto shot-as Margot advances, the image flattens, the frame expands, becoming almost aggressively two-dimensional to counter the possibility of depth (a shot used first in Hitchcock's Vertigo [1958] , and to great effect in Jaws [1975] ). Further, to offer a balance to a trajectory largely absent in Anderson's filmic space, when we switch to Margot's slow-motion point of view in a shot/countershot as she approaches Richie, behind him, exiting the hotel, a stream of uniformed men processes laterally in the background of the shot. Again, this technique is employed by Parajanov, when his characters performing their routines are framed by the circular motion of the horses and riders that act as counterpoint, balance to the foregrounded action or inaction. Margot and Richie face one another, the camera switching between the two to create an illusion of depth and presence, of three dimensions. However, this is short-lived; Anderson quickly reverts to the lateral movement as Margot and Richie move toward one another in profile to embrace. Seemingly a moment of recognition and emotion as poignant as anything by David Lean, but one that is a return to stasis: Margot and Richie succumb to the flattened aesthetic of the filmic space.
Much has been made of Anderson's predilection for symmetry. Of course, symmetry is, in a way, a kind of spatial violence, in that it enforces a necessary stasis on the subjects that inhabit, or inhere within, the geometric gravitational center of symmetrical spaces. In fact, part of the illusion of motion hinted at here is precisely this-Anderson's characters move laterally within a frame, always toward a center that then creates the necessity for an escape that is prohibited in the very aesthetic of his filmic spaces: moving laterally away from one center leads, inevitably, to another center. In the scene discussed above, for example, Margot and Richie initially move frontally and face one another, only to slip into the center of frame and unite in an embrace that, while seeming to comfort, in fact entraps formally and emotionally, leading to the compulsion to escape. This sense that the brief escape is illusory is foregrounded when the action returns to a yellow tent that the children had used to enact adventure; now it is cramped, indoors, symbolic of a return to that earlier stage that was already troubled with the anxieties that have been exacerbated with the intervening years of adulthood. At the heart of Anderson's filmmaking are a host of characters that never, in any meaningful sense, move beyond being slightly damaged children held, caught, supported in frames inadequately but rigidly constructed during unusual, traumatic, even abusive upbringings. As Orgeron notes, "his films are about childhood-literal and prolonged" (42). The result of this for Anderson's films is an irresolvable, inescapable tension between centrifugal and centripetal motion, characters perpetually and simultaneously in motion and stasis, careening out of both the frame and the narrative, but always in an asymptotic curve that heads back toward an unstable but densely symbolic center.
Eternal Poses
Books and films both play with fatalism, with the function of character, the limits of narrative, and the experiential imposition by the observer of a continuous diachronic narrative onto images that are distinct, discrete, synchronous "equidistant instants." Films and texts are, always, a single and singular narratorial experience, the synchronic made diachronic through the necessary illusion of narrative, purely a function of time that implies a sense of both continuity and causality that Anderson and Parajanov playfully exploit in the tensions they foreground between stasis and motion, two and three dimensions. Perhaps it is in the final moments, when the film is held in the mind in toto, that the singularity achieves meaning; but paradoxically it is that very finality, or at least the sense of finality, that precludes the possibility of movement that film depends upon. Deleuze enigmatically points to this paradox, claiming that to recompose movement with eternal poses or with immobile sections comes to the same thing: in both cases, one misses the movement because one constructs a Whole, one assumes that "all is given," whilst movement only occurs if the whole is neither given nor giveable. As soon as a whole is given to one in the eternal order of forms or poses, or in the set of any-instant-whatevers, then either time is no more than the image of eternity, or it is the consequence of the set; there is no longer room for real movement. (7) In focusing on the emergence of characters and narratives from pages of texts, from books, and on the transposition of events into textual and filmic narrative, Anderson and Parajanov comment on the very act of film realization, the reciprocity of text and film, and the bidirectionality of the text-film nexus. Each places characters not only centrally in the frame but metafictionally in frames within frames, surrounded by material artifacts that are at once alienating and constitutive of identity, both personal and national, pointing out the ways in which film participates in the illusion of character and of narrative. There are, of course, crucial differences between film and text, as C. D. E. Tolton notes:
Film uses five means: moving images, filmed words, and recorded speech, music, and noises, whereas the novel's sole means of expression is the printed word. And, obviously, the printed word is by no means the exclusive property of prose fiction. The very exclusivity or "specificity" of some filmic codes, which has become a key subject of semiological discussions, identifies the all-over individuality of cinema as an art. (274) Borrowing from Alexandre Astruc's influential concept of the caméra stylo, we might think of Anderson and Parajanov as being interested in pagination, of film as a visual language that great directors manipulate via the image to create a visual narrative in the way that a writer uses only text. Not only is this an observation about the spaces within the films, of course, but about the various materials and material cultures, the diverse mediums, that underpin the works. Each shot is a cell, a frame, a page of sorts, and within these are other frames and pages and cells. This adds a poignancy to both directors' tendency to have their characters looking toward, and just past, the camera. Implied in this gaze outside of the text, through the fourth wall that is at once translucent from the outside and opaque from the inside, is a pleading, a request for motion, a trajectory into the world beyond the frame, a trajectory that is always a latent potential but always curtailed, rendered impossible by the completion of the artwork that constructs impermeable boundaries between inside and outside, viewer and viewed. In bringing together these two directors, from two diametrically opposed political and cultural backgrounds, what becomes apparent is that film is its own language, one whose syntax and grammar, its basic spatial, temporal, and visual vocabularies, are remarkably consistent across periods and places.
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